MR.    SMEETH    GETS    HIS    RISE        gig

elbows, spread out her fingers, then swayed as she sang,
or tried to sing in a little nasal voice, what she remem-
bered of the song. Mr. Smeeth, after noticing that Edna
was regarding this performance with open admiration,
told himself that in spite of the fact that he was a quiet
and good-tempered man, he would dearly like to get up
and give this Dot girl a good box on the ears and then
pack her off to bed.

"Well, I really think we'd better be getting along
now/' said Mrs. Dalby.

"Yes, time to be off," said her husband.

"No, don't go yet, Mrs. Dalby," cried Mrs. Smeeth.

"The night is yet young," roared Fred. "I thought
you London people kept it up till all hours. Why, up in
Brum, when a few of us got together, some of the
bo-hoys and some of the ger-hirls? we used to be settling
down to it now, I give you my word."

"And how much longer does he think he's going to
stay here?" Mr. Smeeth asked himself bitterly, as the
irrepressible Fred went roaring on. Mrs Dalby was
firm about going and edged towards the door, smiling
at her hostess; Dalby followed her and when they did
finally go, Mr. Smeeth, glad to escape even for a minute
or two, saw them to the door. The night was beauti-
fully dark and quiet, delighted in its entire lack of
Mittles.

"Lively card, all right," said Dalby, as they halted a
moment.

"A bit too lively for me," said Mr. Smeeth, in a low
confidential tone. "A little of him goes a long way, it
seems to me. Mrs. Smeeth's cousin, y'know," he added,
disclaiming all responsibility.

"Well, to be quite truthful, Mr. Smeeth," Mrs. Dalby